The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

iCmg. If it be fo Laertes , 

'As how (hould it be fo, how otherwife, 

[Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Lord, fb you will not ore-rule me to a peace^ 
King. To thine own peace: if he be now returned 
As liking not his voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 

Under the which he fhall not chufe but fall. 

And for his death no wind of blame (hall breathe, 

But even his mother (hall uncharge the pra&ice. 

And call it accident. 

Lae r. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devife it lb 
That l might be the organ. 

King. It falls right: 

You have bin talkt of fince your travell much. 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for a quality 
Wherein they fay you fhine ; your lumme of parts 
Did not together plucke filch envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unwortbieft fiege. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth," 

Yet needfnll too, for youth no leffc becomes 
The light and carelelfe livery that it weares. 

Than fetled age his fables, and his weeds. 

Importing health and gravenefle : two months fince 
Here was a Gent leman of Normandy , 

I have feene my felfe,and ferv’d againft the French, 

And they can well on horfe-backe ; but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in’t,he grew unto his feat. 

And to fuefrwondrous doing brought his horfe * 

As he had bin incorp’ft and demi-natur’d 
With thebravebeaft ; lb farre he topt my thought? 

That I in forgery of fhapes and trickes 
Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer . A Norman was’c ? 
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Prince o/Denmarfce.* 

King* K Norman* 

Laer. Upon my life Lamord . 

King. The very fame. . .■ . 

Laer. I know him well,he is the brooch UKWecfc 
And gemme of all the Nation. 

King. He made confeffion of you. 

And gave you fuch a mafterly report 
For art and exercilein your defence. 

And for your Rapier moft efpeciall. 

That he cry’d out, 'twould be a fight indeed 
If one could match you ; the Scrimers of their nation 
Hefworehad neither motion, guard, nor eye 
If you oppos’d them : fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet lb envenome with his envie. 

That he could nothing doe, but wifh and begge 
Your fudden comming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laertes, was your father dearetoyou? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 

A face- without a heart ? 

Laer . W hy aske you this ? 

Ktng&ot that I think you did not love your father* 

But that I know love is begun by time, 
Andthatlfeeinpafiages ofproofe. 

Time qualifies the lparke and fire of it ; 

There lives within the very flame of love 
Akindeofwieke orfnuffetbat will abate it, 1 
And nothing is at a like goodnefle ftill ; 

For goodnefle growing to a pleurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe, 

We fliould doe when we would : for this ^W^changes, 
And hath abatements and delayesasmany 
As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents. 

And then this Should is like a fpend-thrift figh, 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of th’ulcer, 
Hamlet comes backe, what would you undertake 
A To fhew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 
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